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Or to be informed in a letter to herself that this
constraint of manner had been talked over by
Emilia with Shelley, who had assured her that
Mary's apparent coldness was only "the ash
which covered an affectionate heart."

He was right, indeed, and his words were the
faithful echo of his own true heart. He might
have added, of himself, that his transient en-
thusiasms resembled the soaring blaze of sparks
struck by a hammer' from a glowing mass of
molten metal.

But, in everyday prose, the situation was a
trying one for Mary, and surely no wife of two
and twenty could have met it more bravely and
simply than she did.

"It is grievous," she wrote to Leigh Hunt, "to see this
beautiful girl wearing out the best years of her life in an odious
convent, where both mind and body are sick from want of the
appropriate exercise for each. I think she has great talent, if
not genius; or if not an internal fountain, how could she have
acquired the mastery she has of her own language, which she
,writes so beautifully, or those ideas which lift her so far above
the rest of the Italians ? She has not studied much, and now,
hopeless from a five years' confinement, everything disgusts
her, and she looks with hatred and distaste even on the allevia-
tions of her situation. Her only hope is in a marriage which
her parents tell her is concluded, although she has never seen
the person intended for her. Nor do I think the change of
situation will be much for the better, for he is a younger
brother, and will live in the house with his mother, who the-y
say is molto seccante. Yet she may then have the free use of
her limbs; she may then be able to walk out among the fields,